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Yukon Missioners Set 
And Happy In New Life 


By Mamie Legris 


We are still hurrying to get our living quarters 
finished. We have accomplished much, but not nearly so 
fast as we had planned. There is a great deal of work in- 
volved, and last minute details take much time and care. 
But when you see the completed product, it is well worth 
the time and energy spent on it. 


A Happy Home 

So it was with happy and 
grateful hearts that we pray- 
ed with His Excellency, 
Bishop Ooudert as he blessed 
our home after Benediction 
of the Blessed Sacrament on 
the feast of Our Lady of 
Sorrows, September 15. Then 
we had a ceremony that is 
dear to the heart of the 
bishop. It was the consecra- 
tion of our home to the 
Sacred Heart. 

The enthronement was 
beautiful and touching, and 
we still remember the words 
of the ninth promise of Our 
Lord to St. Margaret Mary: 
“T will bless.every dwelling 
in Which an image of My 
Heart shall be exposed and 
honored.” I know the bishop 
was happy. There was one 
more home in his vicariate 
where the Sacred Heart 
would be especially honored 
and loved. ; 

Every so often Christ took 
His apostles aside to rest and 
pray awhile. Times have not 
changed. The apostles of 
today have great need of 
hours of quiet in which to 
learn more about God and 
their religion, to take stock, 
to try to see their souls as 
Christ sees them, and to be 
refreshed spiritually and 
physically for the days a- 
head. ; 

We of Maryhouse realize 
the necessity of such days 
of Recollection, and so the 
morning of September first 
was set aside for that pur- 
pose. It began with medita- 
tion, confession and Holy 
Mass. Father’s first confer- 
ence was on charity. What 
is more necessary for a lay 
apostle? 

A Full Day 

Then followed breakfast 
with spiritual reading. Our 
necessary household tasks 
were done in silence. There 
were visits to the Blessed 
Sacrament, meditations, the 
Rosary, and our final confer- 
ence — which was on the 
Sacrament of Penance. 

Father stressed the need 
for frequent confession, the 
great need of weeding out 
our faults one by one, the 
gravity of venial sin, and 
the means of exciting our- 
selves to sincere contrition— 
meditation on hell, medita- 
tion on heaven, and a few 
minutes’ meditation at the 
foot of the Cross at Calvary. 

Maryhouse family prays 
together, works together and 
plays together. All work and 
no play makes a staff worker 
a dull individual, so we have 
had our days of recreation 
which I would like to tell 
you about and in so doing 





introduce you to some of the 
points of interest in his won- 
derful Yukon Territory. 

On a sunny afternoon in 
July the two Missionary 
Sisters .of St. Joseph, who 
take care of the_ rectory, 
went with us on a picnic to 
the Takhini Hot Springs, 
twenty miles from White- 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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Christ Asks Clothing 
For His Little Ones 


By Mary Ruth 


Do you remember when you studied Thompson’s 
“Hound of Heaven” and these beautiful lines kept running 


through your mind? 


“Still with unhurrying chase 
And unperturbed pace 


Deliberate speed, 


majestic instancy 


Came on the following Feet 
And a Voice above their beat— 
Naught shelters thee 

Who will not shelter me.” 


“Nothing Today!” 

You pictured the Hound 
of Heaven running after the 
soul; you almost heard foot- 
steps behind you and felt the 
warm breath of the Pursuer 
upon your back. It was all 
so real — so vividly describ- 
ed. At least that is the way 
I felt about that masterpiece 
depicting Christ’s pursuit of 
a soul “down the arches of 
the years.” 


Today as I sit here in our 
EMPTY CLOTHING ROOM 
looking at bare shelves and 
bare hangers, I feel like the 
soul who is fleeing, while be- 
hind me Christ in His Poor 
pursues me. My heart is 
heavy with the stories of 
misery which reach me daily 
by letter, messages, and by 
the people whom I must 
send away empty-handed. 
For, like Mother Hubbard, 
my cupboard too is bare! 


I am _ learning what it 
means to stand helplessly 
while sorrowing humanity 
walks through my heart 
“with unhurrying chase and 
unperturbed pace.” 


“A pair of Sunday pants 
for a boy aged five,” seems 
like a small request; but it 
lay for weeks, like a thorn 
in my heart; before I was 
able to secure them. Mean- 
while I kept wondering: 
“What is the little boy wear- 
ing?” 

“Sorry! Nothing At All!” 


“Have you got a pair of 
trousers I could have for a 
little boy of ten to wear to 
his mother’s funeral?” 


“T have seven children and 
I am expecting my eighth. I 





have no clothes. I do need 
help desperately.” 

“Would you please help 
me this time? I won’t ask 
again for awhile, but my 
nine children have nothing 
for school.” 

These are the appeals that 
are daily piling up. These 
are the cries of our brothers 
and sisters in Christ which 
lie like a weight upon my 
soul, for I am forced to say: 

“Sorry, we have nothing 
... perhaps in a few days’. . 

I feel like the innkeeper 
who was force to say: “No 
room.” 

Nothing For Christ! 

So we come to you, OUR 
FRIENDS, who have helped 
us so generously in the past, 
and we say in all simplicity: 
“Will you help us again?” 
“WILL YOU HELP US TO 
CLOTHE CHRIST IN HIS 
POOR?” 

We do not want to send 
Him away daily disappoint- 
ed. 

And will you help us with 
your prayers that others 
may be inspired to share 
what they have? A cold 
winter will soon be upon us 
and we can use anything 
and everything. 

MAY GOD BLESS YOU as 
you start this raid upon 
you clothes closets. May He 
give you the grace to give 
“til it hurst. AND in the 
depths of your souls may you 
hear His gentle whisper: “I 
was naked and ye clothed 
Me.” 


Mary Shares October 
With Divine Infant 


According to the Annals of the Holy Childhood, the 
official publication of the Catholic Children’s Mission — 


the first Sunday in October 


g)and of the Pontifical Association of the Holy Childhood— 


has been designated “Holy 


Childhood Day.” It is also the Seventeenth Sunday after 
Pentecost, the feast of St. Therese of the Infant Jesus, “the 
Little Flower,” and, in many dioceses, “Rosary Sunday.” 


A very holy day! 


And, according to the same authorities, the annual 
national novena to the Infant Jesus of Prague begins on 


October 16th, the feast of St. 


Anastasius, and Our Lady’s 


Saturday, and ends on Mission Sunday, October 24th. 

Naturally Mary wants to share this, her Rosary 
month, with her divine Infant. Which reminds us; we 
have a few lines to Him from a contributor. 


I saw 

A Child 

Stand 

Royally bedecked 

In crown, . 

Sceptre, 

And finely wrought 

White garments 

And a crimson 
cloak. 


I saw a Child. 
And suddenly 
I knew 

The secret 

Of all mystery, 
And of immensity! 
Eternity 
Opened 

Its sublimity 
To me. 

I looked into 
The Face 

Of Ecstasy. 


I grew. 


Two 


Made me 


As small as He. 


For hidden there 
Before my eyes 
Was Love 
Become a Child 
For love of me! 


I knelt 
Before 


Sublime, 
A HOST! 


The key 


His smallness, 
And knew 


There before me 
Stood the Infant, 
Aged a year or 


And kneeling 


Child, Man, 
And Host! 


The secret 

Of all mystery 
Began with 
The Infant, 
Grew with 
The Man, 
And reached 
The infinity 
Of sublimity 
In the smallest 
Of all things 


I saw a Child 
And He gave me 


That opens 


The HEART 

Of HIM WHO IS; 
WHOM I can 
Please 

If I repeat 

The Child’s way— 
Grow small, 
Quite small. 


Then I will be 

So very big 

That I 

Will reach 

My Father’s hand: 
And understand 
What it means 
To be absorbed 
And hidden 

In the Lord 

Of Hosts— 

A host myself, 
Annihilated 

Unto death to self. 
A piece of bread 
To be eaten up 
With zeal and love 
For Him 

The CHILD 

WHO became Man 
And then 

BREAD 

For love of me! 








How Pride 
Became Humble 


By Catherine de Hueck 











Lady Pride was_ born 
proud. She never remember- 
ed a time when she was not 
filled with admiration for 
herself. She passed through 
time with the arrogance of 
people sure that they are 
better, cleverer, and way a- 
bove all others. She held her 
beautiful head very high 
and she walked slowly, ma- 
jestically, through the cen- 
turies among men. 


She did not bother to deal 
with many of them. She 
chose her company carefully. 
If she liked someone, she 
would come and stay with 
him for a long, long time, 
and everyone could soon see 
her influence. People itmitat- 
ed her quite well, and be- 
came cold, aloof, and un- 
approachable, behaving as 
if they were set apart, some- 
how, above the common 
herd of humans. 


Dead Dark Depths 


She was quite beautiful. 
That could not be denied. 








Tall she was, and stately; 


with features that are called 
“classical” by men who know 
about beauty. Yet men, by 
and large, were afraid of her 
and her beauty. There was 
something about it that was 
evil, dark. It reminded them 
of deep, still, stagnant wat- 
ers, greenish in color, that 
did not sustain life, but kill- 
ed it — for all living things 
die by such waters. 


Anyone who has travelled 
can see the desolate lands- 
capes, such waters create. 
Gray lifeless trees lift their 
leafless arms to heaven as if 
crying to it out of some 
Strange depths. The shores 
are bereft of flowers or 
grass. They have nothing but 
gray dead sands and grayer 
stones. Stones bare of even 
moss or lichen surround 
them. Water-flowers refuse 
to take root. Dead are such 
waters — dead and frighten- 
ing. 

It is of such thinge that 
men thought when they saw 
Lady Pride pass by. They 
shivered and turned away. 
Yet they knew she often 
showered her friends with 
many gifts. Gold and silver 
seemed to be hers to give. 
Power came in her wake — 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


THE ROSARY OF OUR LADY... how many 
centuries of love and prayer brought it to us finally 
in the simple childlike form we have it today? The 
hand of God must have slowly fashioned it, as He 
himself let the beads of years slip unto the earth, one 
by one; each containing within itself His loving care, 
His providence, His mercy, His justice and His infinite 
charity; each a gift of His loving kindness to man, 
whose soul He fashioned unto His likeness. 


THE ROSARY OF OUR LADY .. . perhaps it 
began, through the mercy of God, with the inward 
‘glance of the early martyrs; when, bloody and rent, 
maimed and tortured for the love of her Son, they 
steadied their faith, by “seeing,” with the eyes of their 
souls) THE WOMAN WHO STOOD BENEATH THE 
CROSS OF HER DYING SON .. . THE QUEEN OF 
ALL MARTYRS! Their parched lips perhaps could 
but whisper MIRIAM .. . MARY. 


THE ROSARY OF OUR LADY .. . Slowly it 
grew with the Infant Church . . . Her psalter, they 
called it then. How many chanted it, throughout 
Christendom, in the days when men sought first the 
Kingdom of heaven, knowing that all the rest would 
be added to them! 


THE ROSARY OF OUR LADY... When did 
it become a string of beads? She must have liked the 
simplicity that made it available to all, child, youth, 
and all the ages of men after these, the learned and 
unlearned. For she blessed it the day she bent over 
the strong face of St. Dominic and gently gave him 
one to give to others. A heavenly lasso, perhaps, to 
eee her wayward children back into her motherly 
arms! 


THE ROSARY OF OUR LADY .. . Part of so 
many recent apparitions, especially that at Fatima, 
where so EMPHATICALLY she bade the world, 
through the lips of the three little children, to PRAY 
THE ROSARY. How slender a thread to hold our 
disintegrating world up! And yet how strong. How 
childishly simple these beads, made of anything and 
everything. .. . strung in orderly rows . . . beginning 
with the Cross. Her Son’s cross, which she never can 
or will forget. Then one for the first Our Father, her 
Father and ours. The Father Who chose her to be the 
Mother of His Son. The Father Who is so pleased with 
Her. The Father Who made her immaculate, a vessel 
of predelection. Three beads for the Angelic Salutation 
which forever resounds in her ears. One for the Glory 
Be. She must love that so! She who is Our Lady of 
the Trinity. And then the measured, evenly recurring 
Our Fathers and Hail Mary’s and Glory Be’s, by which 
she leads her earthly children through the whole of 
her life so full of MYSTERIES .. . Joyful . . . Sorrow- 
ful and Glorious ... Deep as_ the seas of eternity. 
Simple as the smile of a child. Leading men to the 
very heart of God through her who gave Him His 
human heart. 

THE ROSARY OF OUR LADY .’. . Held by mil- 
lions of hands . . . the chubby ones of babies . . . the 
smooth and beautiful, strong and manly hands 


of youth .. . the capable and gentle hands of women 
and men... the gnarled and workworn hands of the 
old ... the transparent and weak hands of the sick. 


Sinners and saints hold them . . . and letting them 
pass through their fingers .. . bead by bead .. . enter 
the unspeakably beautiful symphony of love .. . as 
expressed by two prayers .. . one begun by an Angel; 
one revealed by the Son of God . . . music that leads 
men on and on to heights uncharted and unknown, 
where He dwells. 


THE ROSARY OF OUR LADY... A promise 
of, salyatiopn and peace! Let us pray it through the 
month of October... THE MONTH OF MARY’S 
ROSARY ... OFTEN ... REMEMBERING HER 
PROMISE THAT IF WE DO... SHE WILL HOLD 
OUR DISINTEGRATING WORLD TOGETHER... 
. AND WILL HELP US TO RESTORE OURSELVES 
AND IT TO HER SON. 














by Eddie 


Combermere is not what 
anyone would call a big city. 
You could whizz right by it, 
doing forty or fifty, while 
you were asking, “Where is 
it?” It probably hasn’t more 
than a hundred people with- 
in its corporate limits — un- 
less there were a couple of 
babies born last night. It lies 
on either end of a narrow, 
grumpy, and aging bridge. 
(That bridge scolds every 
vehicle that wakes it from 
its dreamy contemplation 
of the Madawaska. It is 
especially hateful to the 
trucks laden with great logs 
that cross it on their way 
to the mills.) 

Its people are guides, 
farmers, lumberjacks, pro- 
prietors of small shops, or 
owners of tourist lodges. 
They are a mixture of Eng- 
lish, French, Irish, Scotch, 
Polish, and German. And 
there are a few representa- 
tives of other nationalities. 
They do a little farming, a 
spell of guiding, a lot of 
bush-work They have tre- 
mendous families, but scanty 
incomes. 

There are many more 
families living “deep in the 
bush” than those residing in 
the town. Some of _ these 
occupy small, box-like, frag- 
ile looking shacks which are 
difficult to heat in the win- 
ter, even though the stove 
keeps burning wood all day, 
and all night too. The win- 
ters are usually severe. Some- 
times the mercury drops al- 
most to fifty below. Such 
weather is tough on people, 
you might say, especially 
those sleeping on the floor 
of a tar-paper shack —even 
if they have blankets over 
and beneath them. But the 
people are tough too. 


Combermere is small, 
Many road maps ignore it. 
Yet few such little places are 
known so widely in_ this 
world; and few are so heav- 
ily populated in the summer 
and the fall. It is a tourist’s 
heaven in the fishing and 
hunting season; for the 
countryside is filled with 
beautiful little lakes, with 
wooded hills where deer and 
bear abide, and with little 
brooks and rills where speck- 
led trout await the eager 
angler. 

There are fish also in the 
Madawaska, “the magic 
river.” Bass. Pike. Bull 
heads. Pickerel. Some fisher- 
men believe the river is 
“fished out.” But motor 
boats go up and down the 
stream all day long in May, 
June, July, and August, each 
singing a song of its own; 
and now and then some ex- 
ultant tourist holds up a 
great fish — just to encour- 
age those in the other boats, 
especially the men who have 
caught nothing. 

A woman complains to Gid 
Rose that she cannot find a 
pickerel in the whole length 
of the Madawaska. Gid con- 
doles with her. “Wish I could 
take you to a lake I know,” 
he says. “There the pickerel 
are so plentiful you can 
hardly get your boat through 
them. You see, the pickerel 
are on top of the water in 
this lake; just below the sur- 
face, that is; and the trout 
are underneath. If you want 
to fish for trout you have to 
make a hole in the mass of 








pickerel so you can drop your 
line down beneath their 
level.’ 

Men and women come 
from all over Canada and 
the United States to fish and 
hunt. They come also to visit 








Madonna House. (Here too 
the population is greater in 
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the milder weather than it 
is in the uncompromising 
winters.) They come from 
many parts of Europe, South 
America, and the East. They 
come to know God better, 
that they may serve Him 
better. 

There is a great peace 
here, a strange tranquility, 
a serenity impossible to dis- 
cuss. One cannot escape the 
feeling that he is a bit of 
raw meat in a_ heavenly 
sandwich. He stands on a 
slice of Paradise. And he sees 
another slice above him, 
especially in God’s night 
skies — where His constella- 
tions graze. 

It is good to lie in bed, 
here in my room, and look 
at the Paradise outside my 
windows. There is the wide 
stretch of water making a 
blue-gray path to the distant 
blue-gray hills. There are the 
woods on either side of it. 
There are the clouds above it 
all. There is the sunlight 
that changes every minute. 
It continually points out 
something lovely, something 
new. It changes the colors 
of the water and the hills 
and the trees. It changes the 
colors of the clouds too, be- 
fore it goes to bed. And it 
changes the moods of those 
who study it. 

The morning is gray, and 
gloomy, sad. The sun comes 
up out of its bed of crimson 
roses in the East. The river 
is gray no longer. It is blue. 
A beautiful dark blue. And 
the sky is blue. A light blue 
that makes one think of the 
robin’s eggs lying in a nest 
in the eaves of my igloo. 
And the hills are blue. But, 
as you look at them, they 
turn green. They will exhibit 
a hundred different shades 
of green as the sun passes on 
its westward way. And in the 
twilight they will be yellow, 
or orange, or purple, or — 
sometimes — an exquisite 
shade of red! 

The white clouds come up 
into the blue from beyond 
that middle hill; and within 
a few minutes the whole sky 
will be filled with them. 
Look at that first one now. 
A mother bear frisking with 
her cubs. The second one is 
nothing. Just nebula. But 
the third is a giant with a 
short pipe in his mouth. 

One sees queer shapes in 
the pine trees and the cedars 
too, if he peers intently into 
their masses. They _ too 
change with the passing of 
the sun. Now one watches a 
sleepy lion’s head nodding 
in the breeze. Now it is noth- 
ing but the motion of tree 
branches. Now one sees a 
body hanging, cruciform, 
down the trunk of a tall dead 
birch. Then the sun slants 
a trifle differently, and one 
sees a woman with an infant 
in her arms. 

The people in Madonna 
House speak incessantly a- 
bout God. One cannot al- 
ways listen, lying here — 
with or without an ice-pack 
on his chest. But he doesn’t 
have to. He can look out the 
windows, day and night, and 
hear the same things people 
are saying in the house. 

For nature too speaks in- 
cessantly, if silently, about 
God! 

That is the secret of Com- 
bermere the pin-point 
that attracts so many in the 
world. It speaks incessantly 








of God. 





The B’s Corner 


I have been _ thinking 
many thoughts. Take for in- 
stance poverty—as an evan- 
gelical counsel. It is much 
loved by all the lay aposto- 
lates everywhere—including 
ours here at Madonna 
House. 

As I watch the love that 
generations of youth coming 
into our apostolate have for 
factual, actual, material pov- 
erty, I rejoice with a great 
joy — as I rejoice now, for 
thus poverty stands before 
me. 











Poor But Happy 
As Eddie wrote in the 
September issue of Restora- 
tion, our young ones know- 
ing of the mound of bills 
incurred by us for Christ’s 
sake, generously begged to 
be allowed to go on what 
they jokingly called a “star- 
vation diet.” This is not yet 
really starvation for we buy 
tea, sugar, and flour, but 
little else. However our 
“bush” provides much food 
if one knows how to get it. 
And we are fortunate in hav- 
ing Fred with us. He is 
versed in all the arts of 
hunting, trapping and fish- 
ing. We get, through his 
efforts, porcupines, rabbits, 
“and such.” Fish is plentiful. 
And we have quite a few 
home grown vegetables. So 
for a while we will live. 
Still, it is a monotonous 
and unfamiliar diet. And I 
am glad before the Lord that 
the young ones so gaily ac- 
cept it. (It was decided that 
we would go on it for three 
months starting on August 
20th. Then by not buying 
anything except the _ stuff 
strictly necessary for life, we 
will pay off much of what 
we owe.) 
Going To School 
Yet even as I contemplate 
sacrifice, generosity, and love 
of God, I keep imploring the 
Lord for graces for all of us, 
that we may see, and seeing 
enter into, the very heart of 
poverty. For well I know 
that this material, actual, 
physical poverty is but 
the hallway of the _ kin- 
dergarten of the immense 
hard school of True Poverty. 
I pray too that she will 
lead those who seek her, and 
who begin to love her in this 
small way, to a strange and 
wondrous death — the death 
to self! Slow and painful will 
be the way, and the teach- 
ing. For soon she will show, 
oh so clearly, that plain 
coarse food, hard or saggy 
cots for sleeping, and second- 
hand clothes that wear out 
so fast (and often are _ ill- 
fitting and shabby) are easy 
to take, so easy that they 
become second nature and 
soon cease to matter. 


It is then that True Pov- 
erty will lead souls into the 
inner chambers of her 
strange domain. It is then 
that she will show them the 
thousand strands, cords, 
strings, and threads of at- 
tachments to things, small 
possessions, families, friends, 


places, and ways and 
handing them a pair of 
shears, will bid them to 


start cutting. 
An Ache And A Joy 


I look at apostolic youth 
here and everywhere, and 
my heart both aches with 
an intolerable ache and re- 
joices in the hope that they 
will see, and understand, 
and start cutting, no matter 
how it hurts all their at- 
tachments. For how else can 
they become truly poor? 

And still my fervent pray- 
ers continue .. . for well I 
know that even when all this 
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(This finishes the series of 
articles on “what we do” in 
Madonna House.) 

Training and Education— 
Madonna House, we repeat, 
is the “motherhouse’ of 
Friendship House (Canadian 
Province). It serves, there- 
fore, as a training center for 
all its Staff. To it come 
young people, men and 
women between the ages of 
18 and 35, who are desirous 
of embracing the vocation to 
the Lay Apostolate of Ca- 
tholic Action, Friendship 
House style. 

To them Madonna House 
not only gives training-on- 
the-job, in many phases of 
the apostolate, but also a 
thorough grounding in the 
academic aspects of the 
work, and above all a deep 
and constant spiritual form- 
ation — which, of course, is 
the very heart of their voca- 
tion. 

Five Years At Least 

The full formation of a 
Staff Worker of Friendship 
House (Canadian Province) 
takes five years, including 
the preliminary term of their 
probation — six months. A- 
bout three of these five years 
are spent at Madonna House, 
the other two, perhaps, at 
some of their branches. 

Three months of every cal- 
endar year are reserved for 
an intensive academic train- 


ing. The rest is spread 
through the whole time 
mentioned. Retreats and 


Days of Recollection _ form 
part of ‘their apostolic life 
and training. 

Besides the training of its 
own Staff, Madonna House 
offers, the year-round in- 
formal seminars, lectures, 
Open-Forums, and Round- 
Table discussions to any 
guests or visitors who may 
be interested. Thus, in a 
manner of speaking, Madon- 
na House is also a center of 
“Catholic Education in the 
Lay Apostolate of Catholic 
Action.” 

Priésts Welcome 

Priests — Realizing that, 
geographically, it is ideally 
located to offer hospitality 
and care to priests who de- 
sire to convalesce, or just 
rest awhile, or to recuperate 
from overwork, Madonna 
House has set aside a lovely 
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log cabin, fully winterized 
and electrified, and named 
it after St. Catherine of 
Sienna. It cordially extends 
an invitation to all priests 
looking for just such a place, 
to come and avail themselves 
of its humble services. Room 
and board are offered free, 
and with great joy; for to 
receive a priest is truly to 
receive the person of Christ 
Himself. 

Full privacy is insured. 
Our young men gladly at- 
tend to any wants of the 
priests and take care of their 
accommodations. Laundry is 
included. Good doctors are 
close by. A nurse is available. 
The chapel is at their dis- 
posal. There is a “special” 
library in St. Catherine’s — 
in addition to our general 
Catholic Library. There is 
good fishing, too. The Rev- 
erend Fathers are welcome 
at any time. Many have 
availed themselves of this 
invitation. We hope many 
more will. For references we 
offer our pastor, Rev. A. P. 
Dwyer, of the Sacred Heart 
Church, Combermere. 

As For The Rest - - ? 


Such, then, is the answer 
of Madonna House Staff to 
the constantly - recurring 
question: “WHAT DOES 
MADONNA HOUSE AND 
ITS APOSTLES DO?” 

It is but a very brief out- 
line at best, for it is truly 
impossible to list the works 
of love. 

Recount the many mir- 
acles of grace, conversions, 
returns to the Sacraments, 
reorientations of human 
lives? How could one do 
that? 

If only one bears in mind 
that a group of people 
HAVE SOLD WHAT THEY 
POSSESS, HAVE TAKEN 
UP THEIR CROSS, AND, 
FOLLOWING CHRIST, 
HAVE DEDICATED THEIR 
LIVES TO THE RESTOR- 
ATION OF HIS KINGDOM 
TO HIM, AND THIS IN THE 
MARKET PLACE, IN PAR- 
TICIPATION WITH THE 
APOSTOLATE OF THE 
HIERARCHY — then he will 
realize that their “doings” 
which flow from that WAY 
OF LIFE, truly embrace 
THE WHOLE MAN AND 
HIS INSTITUTIONS—which 
is the goal of Catholic 
Action. 
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horse. Natural hot water 
springs emerge from the 
hillside at a temperature of 
115 degrees Fahrenheit, and 
have been. piped to a large 
concrete swimming pool. 
People swim there in winter 
and summer. We strolled in 
the woods, but not too far 
because of wild animals. We 
ate a few wild strawberries, 
played a couple of games of 
canasta on one of the picnic 
tables, and then partook of 
the tasty lunch the Sisters 
had brought. It was a pleas- 
ant and relaxing afternoon. 
The Berries 

Then there was the berry- 
picking expedition with Mr. 
and Mrs: Wilf. McKenzie. We 
left home after an early 
Mass on Sunday, drove as 
far south as Johnson’s Cross- 
ing on the Alaskan Highway, 
then turning off the main 
road went about forty miles 
along the Canol Road to the 
berry patch. There were 
miles of king-size raspber- 
ries, cranberries, black cur- 
rants, red currants and an- 
other kind of fruit like a 
black currant covered with 


fine hairs. We were told this 
was inedible and not even 
the bears would eat it. 

We picked until about six- 
thirty, then built a campfire 
by a cool mountain stream 
and were soon indulging in 
bacon, eggs, beans, home- 
made bread and big mugs of 
steaming coffee. Food cooked 
out of doors tastes so good 
and the cinders that are 
bound to get into it seem 
to improve the flavor. An 
hour later everything was 
packed away and we were 
homeward bound. We didn’t 
talk much as we drove along, 
everyone was drinking in the 
scenery. 

Ahead of us were the lofty 
mountains in the sunset, 
clouds stretching from peak 
to peak formed a _ bridge 
which looked so natural and 
substantial you felt you 
could get from one mountain 
to another on this cloud 
highway. We said the Rosary 
as we travelled and it was 
easy to meditate on the Glor- 
ious Mysteries. We were sur- 
rounded by God’s glory. 

It was quite dark when we 
got back to Whitehorse—we 
were tired — we had driven 
two hundred and forty miles 





to get our berries but we 


know the jam and preserves 
will taste very good next 
winter. 

In Them Thar Hills 


Then there was the Terri- 
torial Holiday, the anniver- 
sary of the discovery of gold 
in the Klondike, on August 
seventeenth. Father Triggs 
suggested we have a day’s 
respite from work. He men- 
tioned a picnic. It took very 
little coaxing. Soon we were 
driving toward Carcross in 
Father’s panel truck. 

We explored an old copper 
mine, saw. the Church . of 
England Indian Residential 
School near Carcross, the 
steamer “Tutshi” which 
operates during the tourist 
season, “‘the Princess” one of 
the oldest engines in North 
America which was used for 
many years to haul freight 
over a one and a half mile 
portage, and one of the old 
Klondike stage coaches. The 
villagers were having a field 
day. We watched the games 
for awhile, then had our 
lunch at the Catholic Indian 
Mission rectory with Father 
Bobillier. 

On our way home, Father 
detoured to show us Miles 
Canyon and the Whitehorse 
Rapids. We watched the 
seething water and inhaled 
the cool, fresh air for a 
short time, then continued 
our journey homeward. 

We had seen much new 
country and were beginning 
to realize some of the diffi- 
culties that the missionaries 
encounter in their work. But 
it is a challenge which we 
must meet. 

I am in complete agree- 
ment with the smiling mis- 
sionary who said, “Since you 
pray together, work to- 
gether, play together, you 
will stay together.” I hope so 
and pray that we continue 
to be as happy as we now 
are in the service of God. 
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a slave to her whims. It was 
a strange dark power, 
though, that served her and 
her friends alone, and no 
one else. 
Born Fully Grown 


Lady Pride remembered 
many things, but in one 
event she took special pride. 
It happened long, long ago, 
perhaps on the day she was 
born. It was an extraordin- 
ary day. And she was extra- 
ordinary too, for she was 
born not as an infant but 
as one matured. It was the 
day on which God—He Who 
Is — revealed His secret to 
the Angels. It was something 
that held them enthralled 
and very, very still. 

Lady Pride could not see 
what it was — but she could 
see one angel frown — a 
beautiful spirit who seemed 
to be all light. He was so 
beautiful she wanted to be 
with him always. She walked 
softly to him and whispered 
that whatever it was he had 
been shown, it was not for 
him. She knew he did not 
like it. Why should he? He 
was, she told him, as great 
as God Himself! 

The angel of light turned, 
saw her, and believed her 
words. Then rising to an im- 
mense height, he shouted, 
for all to hear, the motto of 
pride “NON SERVIAM” ... 
“I. WILL .NOT SERVE!” 
Many less luminous angels 
joined him after they too 
had looked at Lady Pride. 
And there ensued a battle 
that rocked Heaven. 

For once Lady Pride put 
aside her dignity. She joined 
in the battle on the side of 
Lucifer. In the middle of it 





all she suddenly stood still— 
for she beheld an awesome 


and frightening sight. She | wished she were dead—She 


beheld light leaving the 

angel of light . . . and dark- 
ness entering into him. 
In Hell and On Earth 

His beauty remained, but 

now it was the beauty of 


deadliness — a travesty of 
all beauty — one touch of 
which spelled death for 
eternity. 


Immediately he and his 
armies plunged down .. 
down ... into depths Lady 
Pride did not know existed! 
She followed. But she could 
not remain in hell, for she 
was earthly as well as hell- 
ish. As centuries rolled on 
she came back to hell for a 
visit, now and then, for 
Satan still fascinated her. 
She let herself be used by 
him too whenever he wished. 
Perhaps that was another 
reason men were always a- 
fraid of her. Who can tell? 

Maybe too, men remem- 
bered Lady Pride’s part in 
the fall of their first parents, 
for naturally she was there. 
in Eden — with the snake. 

It seemed as if her sole 
purpose was to populate the 
awful domain of the angel 
of light, who now was the 
prince of darkness! 

One day Lady Pride was 
walking, in her slow majestic 
fashion, through a starry 
night, pausing now and 
then to admire her own re- 
flection in the various lakes, 
rivers, and pools that dotted 
her way. She found herself 
on the outskirts of a small 
village, the entrance to 
which was through a path, 
on both side of which were 
caves dug in the sandy rock 
that abounded in that local- 
ity. One cave especially at- 
tracted her attention, for it 
seemed to shed a blinding 
light on the path. 

Pride Sees A Star 

A great star hovered above 
it, almost touching its roof. 
Lady Pride drew closer, paus- 
ing now and then, as if 
afraid to get too near. 

The wooden door of the 
cave was full of chinks, and 
holes. It was just an old 
stable door. The cave was 
used only to house animals. 
Lady Pride was, for’ once, 
irresolute and strangely 
moved. Then slowly’ she 
opened the door, not really 
expecting to see anyone. 

She saw a woman holding 
a Child in her arms. And 
there: was a man kneeling 
in adoration. The man made 
a step or two toward the 
door, as if to bar the way. 
The woman shook her head 
gently and the man stopped 
in an arrested motion. 

Lady Pride entered and 
gently closed the door be- 
hind her. The woman, a 
mere child it seemed at first, 
suddenly grew taller, or so 
it seemed to Lady Pride, and 
holding out the Child she 
said softly: “MY SOUL 
DOTH MAGNIFY THE 
LORD ... AND MY SPIRIT 
HATH REJOICED IN GOD 
MY SAVIOR . . . BECAUSE 
HE HATH REGARDED THE 
HUMILITY OF HIS HAND- 
MAID: FOR BEHOLD, 
HENCEFORTH ALL GEN- 
ERATIONS SHALL CALL 
ME BLESSED.” 

Lady Pride fell on her 
knees, for suddenly she knew 
that THIS WAS THE SIGHT 
GOD HAD SHOWN THE 
ANGELS the day she was 
born. She had not seen it 
then. She had only seen the 
frown of Lucifer, the Prince 
of Pride. It was this CHILD 
she had advised him NOT 
TO SERVE. 

If Pride Could Die! 


With her head in the 
straw littering the floor, 





Lady Pride wept. She wept 
bitter, scalding tears of sor-| 
row and compunction. She 


& 





wished she never had been 
born. She wished she had 
never seen Lucifer, nor 
spoken to him. The enorm- 
ity of her offenses stood out 
before her so clearly they 
blinded her. 

But the lady with the 
Child was smiling again. 
And though Lady Pride did 
not hear any words spoken, 


.|she knew she had been for- 


given, and that henceforth 
she would be different, be- 
cause she had beheld with 
her own eyes the FULLNESS 
OF TRUTH INCARNATE ... 
GOD MADE FLESH ...GOD 
AND HIS MOTHER! 

That is how Lady Pride 
became humble. Today she 
takes pride only in the works 


of God, especially in the 
souls of men. 
Lucifer wept too, with 


anger. And he picked up the 
haughtiness Lady Pride had 
left on the straw of the 
stable, and made it its own. 

So today, when men see a 
cold and haughty beauty 
walking the earth — one 
who brings with her a great 
arrogance and an insuffer- 
able pride —~ they see a 
ghostly reflection of the 
heart of Lucifer, the angel 
of light who became the 
prince of darkness. 


©. 
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is done, Lady Poverty will 
appear again and ask for 
the final surrender, which 
will make one POOR IN 
SPIRIT AND IN FACT... 
POOR WITH THE POV- 
ERTY OF CHRIST HIM- 
SELF ... WHO CAME TO 
DO THE WILL OF HIS 
FATHER ... AND DID IT 
UNTO DEATH ON THE 
CROSS! 

Yes — HOLY POVERTY 
will come and abide with us 
— and with any other apos- 
tolic group — when we hand 
her our precious, free, un- 
trammelled will, to unite it 
with God’s in HOLY OBE- 
DIENCE to those who repre- 
sent Him to us — our super- 
iors. 

Only when we have done 
that .. . can we truly say 
WE ARE POOR FOR 
CHRIST’S SAKE. The meet- 
ing place of Obedience and 
Poverty is the lap of Charity. 
And where there is Charity— 
whose other name is Love— 
there God is! How few of us 
understand this! Yet on this 
hinges the success or failure 
of any apostolic venture. 

The Land of Begging 


No sooner have I thought 
out one thought a little, than 
another comes a-running, 
which seems to clarify its 
predecesor. It must be all the 
clarifying arguments, study, 
and discussions we were en- 
gaged in during this year’s 
Summer School, that bring 
these thoughts to me. Be it 
as it may, I am now consid- 
ering humility in relation to 
poverty and obedience. That 
seems to want to lead me 
into the land of begging. 


Begging and beggars are. 
of course, easily associated 
with poverty. I suppose they 
always have been synony 
mous. For, ever since I be- 
came poor for Christ’s sake, 
way back in 1930, the foun- 
dation year of Friendship 
House in Toronto, I have 
begged. I knew that begging 
was the corner stone of my/ 
our vocation — for the ‘pov- 
erty God called me to was of 
that kind that begs. There 
are vocations like that. 
Mine was one, confirmed by 
priests and prelates. 

Begging is hard. Every- 
thing about poverty is hard 
at first. It is only when grad- 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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uation day ends its austere 
school that joy enters and 
takes possession of a soul 
for eternity. How could it be 
otherwise? The possession of 
the Beatific Vision is the 
eraduation present of Holy 
Poverty embraced for the 
love of God. 

It Never Ends 

So begging is hard. Ter- 
ribly, excrusciatingly hard. 
Especially when it is con- 
stant, as perforce it must be 
for people like me, who beg 
for Christ’s sake. Christ is 
here, there, and everywhere, 
in the poor, the sad, the 
lonely, the forgotten, the 
halt, the lame, and _ the 
blind of our tragic era. Beg- 
ging is like a weight that 
erows heavier with time. 
And yet there is a strange 
peace in it. It brings you 
into the very heart of the 
NEW COMMANDMENT OF 
LOVE. The begging is done 
for love of God and neigh- 


bor. And THAT IS THE 
NEW LAW ... THE LAW 
OF LOVE. 


Begging teaches humility, 
through teaching truth, and 
with humiliations. It teaches 
The Truth of God dramatic- 
ally, withal painfully. Here 
IS Christ in the Poor. He 
needs to be. fed, clothed, 
nursed, visited in them. The 
corporal and spiritual works 
of mercy must be meted out 
to Him in them... and in 
our day this requires cold 
hard cash. 

Arise my soul... and go 
into the highways and by- 
ways. Stretch out thy hand 
for it is so empty. Bow thy 
head in the dust of a thous- 
and roads. And to beg in my 
Name for Love of Me. 

Battle Against Self 

Against these words in a 
soul, pride, shame, and dis- 
taste, arise like a dark army. 
Weariness helping them, 
they hurl themselves against 
the words of Light and Love. 
They try endless arguments 
and tricks to keep the soul 
from that arising, from that 
going unto strange cross 
roads and frown on begging 
. . . begging from a people 
who calls beggars — bums 
and panhandlers. 

It is then that humility 
enters with gentle steps and 
speaks in a soft voice. It tells 
the soul that unless IT 
LIVES THE TRUTH IT 
KNOWS it will die! 

It is then that one sees 
yet another aspect of pov- 
erty (perhaps the most gall- 
ing), the DEPENDENCE of 
the truly poor on those who 
aren’t poor. 

Suddenly the _ separate 
parts of the puzzle fall to- 
gether. Yes, that is the way 
it is. That is the way it 
should be, for those who 
enter the Lay Apostolate as 
a vocation. They must ac- 
cept poverty, holy poverty, 
for the sake of love of God 
and the growth of His apos- 
tolate. Poverty will lead 
them to holy obedience. 
Obedience and poverty will 
bring the soul into the arms 


of Charity that dieth not 
away but abideth forever. 
Charity will teach them 
humility. And, when all the 
lessons of the holy four are 
learned, then indeed the soul 
is free... untrammelled ... 
living in the presence of God 
today, tomorrow, and _ for- 
ever. 

Yes ... I have been think- 
ing many thoughts... and 
some I love sharing with 
you. 





Secret of 
The Rosary 


By E. J. D. 











The first reaction to the 
publication of “The Secret 
of the Rosary,” by St. Louis 
De Montfort, was that a 
monstrous injury had been 
inflicted on Catholic authors 
— certainly those Catholic 
authors who had written 
books on the Rosary, were 
writing such books, or might 
write them in the future. 

One fancied groups of en- 
raged men and women par- 
ading around the Montfort 


Fathers’ quarters in Bay 
Shore, Long Island, each 
carrying signs that  pro- 


claimed the publishers un- 
fair. 
No Rest For The Blest 

Here the saint was hap- 
pily dead and blissfully at 
peace. He was competition 
to nobody. But then the 
Montfort Fathers had to call 
him down from Paradise and 





put him to work again 
preaching the Rosary to the 
English-speaking world! All 
right. Let’s admit that a 
saint never wants to _ rest, 
living or dead. But what a- 
,bout those writers who aint 
\saints and who aint dead— 
yet — and who want to write 
about the Rosary? Must they 
be shown up by a ghost? 
Must their books be_ over- 
shadowed by this tremend- 
ous masterpiece lugged out 
of the forgotten years? 

The first reaction gave 
way immediately to a feeling 
of great joy that the book 
had finally been translated 
into English; that the trans- 
lation — by Mary Barbour, 
a Dominican tertiary — was 
so excellent; and that the 
work, though nearly 250 
years old, was still so timely. 

I have read a number of 
books on the Rosary, includ. 
ing the latest one, “The 
Rosary In Action,” by John 
S. Johnson, which is_ pub- 
lished by the B. Herder Book 
Co., and sells for $1.75 in the 
paper-cover edition in the 
U.S.A. I liked them. I liked 
especially Mr. Johnson’s 
book. I liked it for its sim- 
plicity, for its earnestness, 
for its thorough grasp of the 
subject, for the completeness 
of detail, and for its exposit- 
ion of the mysteries on 
which we should meditate as 
we pray. 

A String of Pearls 

But St. Louis’ book is just 
as simple, just as thorough, 
just as earnest, and just as 
well written! This may be 
taken as a great compliment 





to Mary Barbour; for St. 


Louis wrote in 17th Century 
French, which is_ terribly 
difficult to put into modern 
English . . especially if 
somebody else has_ already 
translated it into the same 
horribly complicated 18th or 
19th Century English that 
hides the full splendor of De 
Montfort’s “Secret of Mary,” 
and his “True Devotion.” 
Miss Barbour had to open a 
lot of tough oysters in her 
task. But she did get the 
pearls they contained; and 
she has polished them before 
putting them on display. 

The third reaction was 
that it really takes a saint 
to write about the Rosary. 

In reading De Montfort 
one feels that the Rosary, 
“Our Lady’s Psalter,” is not 
merely a tool of sanctity and 
a weapon against the devil. 
It is also a bonfire built to 
celebrate a victory. It is a 
mandolin played by a lover 
underneath the window of 
his beloved. It is a chisel and 
an exquisite block of marble. 
It is an easel and a wide 
stretch of canvas and a 
paint brush and an infinite 
variety of colors. It is a poem 
written by the heart. It is a 
hymn intoned in silence. It 
is a chorus shouted by en- 
chanted millions. It is a lull- 
aby, a love song, a poignant 
lament. And it is a sign of 
salvation. 

The Devil’s Spawn 

De Montfort has no char- 
ity at all for those who do 
not like the Rosary, or who 
are tepid about it. He doesn’t 
hesitate to say so. 

“The heretics, all of whom 
are children of the devil and 
clearly bear the sign of 
God’s reprobation, have a 
horror of the Hail Mary. 
They will say the Our Fath- 
er but never the Hail Mary; 
they would rather wear a 
poisonous snake around 
their necks than wear a 
scapular or carry a Rosary.” 

The last reaction was one 
of gratitude to the Montfort 
Fathers for giving us this 
wonderful 
feeling that Catholic writers 
will profit by it, perhaps 
more than any other class 
of readers. 

De Montfort writes not 
with ink but with his heart’s 
blood. That’s the secret of 
the Secret of the Rosary. If 
we were on fire with the love 
of God, as he was, then may- 
be we could — someday — 
give the world just such 
books as this. 

Well, what happened to 
me? After finishing De Mont- 
fort I went back to John S. 
Johnson. It is not the in- 
spired book De Montfort’s 
is; but it is well worth read- 
ing, for all that. Maybe De 
Montfort’s book will not 
compete with other books on 
the Rosary, but rather make 
them popular! That’s o.k. 
with me. The more books on 
that subject the better. (And 
the better they are, the 
more of .them may there 
be!) 

“The Secret of The Ros- 
ary,” a Montfort Fathers 
publication, sells in the 





United States for $2.50. 


book — and a 








Letter To The 
Infant Christ 











Dear Christ Child; Once 
again we come to You, to ask 
You to help us_ celebrate 
Your birthday by bringing 
joy to the many children of 
our neighbourhood .. . to its 
youth . . . and to the old, 
sick, and shut-ins. For this 
Happy Season we need toys, 
candies, toilet articles, soap, 
tooth brushes, handker- 
chiefs, old costume jewelry, 
warm mittens, scarfs, bed 
jackets, bed slippers, baby 
things, pencils, pens, jack 
knives, rulers, scribblers, 
more candies, shawls and 
such to give away. 

For ourselves, we need 
lots of gray porch paint, to 
cover the many floors in 
Your Mother’s House — Ma- 
donna House — and more 
typewriters — old ones will 
do, naturally. And perhaps 
You can find, hidden in 
someone’s corner, radios and 
a record player or two we 
can use for common recre- 
ation. 

And maybe You will whis- 
per into someone’s ear that 
we would welcome good Ca- 
tholic Books for our/Your 
library that goes to the ten 
provinces of Canada — and 
to give away to children, 
youth, and old age... . and, 
that we would like a sub- 
scription to: JUBILEE, 
COMMONWEAL, AMERICA, 
THE SIGN, MARY, THE 
CATHOLIC MIND, CATHO- 
LIC THOUGHT, BLACK- 
FRIARS, CATHOLIC DI- 
GEST, CATHOLIC WORLD, 


OUR LADY’S DIGEST, AND 


ANY OTHER CATHOLIC 
MAGAZINES. 

And please don’t forget, 
MARYHOUSE, WHITE- 


HORSE, YUKON TERRI- 
TORY, CANADA, our lay 
missionary branch. Their 
needs are even greater than 
ours. They would welcome 
FOOD. They feed so many 
for Your Name’s sake. And 
today there are so many 
ready-mixed foods, dried 
foods, like milk, eggs, etc. 
And tea, coffee, sugar, and 
flour would also be truly wel- 
comed! As You know, both 
of our branches need money, 
ALWAYS, DESPERATELY. 

SO... PLEASE... DEAR 
CHRIST CHILD . . . HELP 
US CELEBRATE YOUR 
BIRTHDAY AS WE 
KNOW YOU WANT IT 
CELEBRATED ... BY MAK- 
ING OTHERS HAPPY FOR 
YOUR SAKE. 


MADONNA HOUSE, 
COMBERMERE, ONT. 
CANADA 


MARYHOUSE 
WHITEHORSE 
y hy ieee 
CANADA 





New Shrine 


To Mary 


To make Our Lady better 
known and better loved, the 
Rev. M. H. C. O’Breaisleain 
— better known as “Father 
Braceland” or “Father Clem” 
—is building a shrine in her 
honor in St. Malachy’s par- 
ish, Mayo, P.Q. He expects 
to complete it this month. 

The shrine will be a repro- 
duction of the apparition 
at Knock, Ireland, on Aug- 
ust 21, 1879. It will have the 
statues of Mary, St. Joseph, 
St. John the Evangelist, and 
the Lamb of God; and these 
will be so arranged as to give 
the exact appearance of the 
celestial visitors. 

“It was the eve of the 
feast of the Immaculate 
Heart of Mary,” says Father 
Clem. It was in a year 
of famine and bitter poverty 
in Ireland. And it was at a 
time when secret societies 
were most active and most 
malignant against the Ca- 
tholic Church. 

“Our Lady came, with St. 
Joseph and St. John and the 
triumphant Lamb, to con- 
sole and hearten the people 
of Mayo. Fifteen men and 
women saw the apparition. 
Each on his death bed re- 
stated the evidence he had 
given the authorities. It was 
raining. The witnesses were 
soaked. But the celestial fig- 
ures were not wet at all; and 
the light shone where they 
were, although it was dark 
night everywhere else.” 

Most of the people in 
Mayo, Quebec, are descend- 
ants of pioneers who came 
from Mayo, Ireland, in the 
famine years. Hence Father 
Clem decided they would 
favor the shrine of Our Lady 
of Knock to any other. 

Father Clem was making 
repairs on the church, and 
was about to enlarge the 
sacristy by ten feet when he 
decided to erect the shrine. 
He built it in a spot that 
faces ‘“‘the only level space, 
an area that will accommo- 
date about 2,000 people.” 

“Two men,” he says, “are 
greatly responsible for the 
construction already done, 
Matt Garvey and Martin 
Murphy. Many have helped, 
but these two did more than 
any others. The Duford 
people supplied the plate 
glass that will enclose the 
shrine. Bruno Ducceschi of 
Ottawa designed and paint- 
ed the statues. Archbishop 
Joseph Walsh of Tuam sent 
me some of the gravel from 
the gable on which the ap- 
parition was seen, and this 
will be embodied in the 
shrine. 

“We expect to have one 
great annual pilgrimage 
every year, and a number of 
smaller pilgrimages. 

“Mayo, Quebec, is about 
an hour’s run from Ottawa. 
It is north and east, about 
seven miles, from Bucking- 
ham.” 
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